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"Godwin is out, there is no use in waiting." So we con-
tinued our walk along Holborn.

" Who was that, pray ? " I asked, " a daughter ? "

"Yes."

"A daughter of William Godwin ? "

" The daughter of Godwin and Mary."

Hogg asked no more questions, but something
in this momentary interview and in the look of
the fair-haired girl left an impression on his mind
which he did not at once forget.

Godwin was all this time seeking and encour-
aging Shelley's visits. He was in feverish dis-
tress for money, bankruptcy was hanging over his
head; and Shelley was exerting all his energies
and influence to raise a large sum, it is said as
much as ^3000, for him. It is a melancholy fact
that the philosopher had got to regard those who,
in the thirsty search for truth and knowledge, had
attached themselves to him, in the secondary light
of possible sources of income, and, when in diffi-
culties, he came upon them one after another for
loans or advances of money, which, at first begged
for as a kindness, came to be claimed by him
almost as a right.

Shelley's own affairs were in a most unsatis-
factory state. ^"200 a year from his father, and
as much from his wife's father was all he had to
depend upon, and his unsettled life and frequent
journeys, generous disposition and careless ways,
made fearful inroads on his narrow income, not-